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brilliant blue and the lovely city shone dazzling and lustrous upon
the hill sides, her palaces veiled with a tender mist and softened by
delicate gleams of pearl and blue.

As we walked up from Keynsham to Brislington my Father told
me he had heard his grandmother say that she remembered the
time in the middle of the i8th century when the only public con-
veyances were stage waggons. She remembered the stage waggon
that plied between Bath and Bristol and spent a whole day on the
journey, stopping for dinner at Keynsham, and returning from
Bristol to Bam the next day. This same old lady, my great-grand-
mother, I have heard my Father say, could remember the Royal
troops passing through Bath on their way to meet the Young
Pretender when he was out in 'the '45*.

Brislington Asylum is a fine palatial-looking building very
beautifully situated on the high ground between Keynsham and
Bristol, and the grounds are large and well kept. I was glad to see
and renew my acquaintance with Mrs. Hopton, the matron, who
was once housekeeper at Sydney College. She told us that it was
a bad day with Aunt Emma who was in unusually good health,
therefore more violent and excitable than usual. She asked us to
go out into the garden to see her where she was sitting quietly,
rather than bring her into the house where she might make a great
noise, Mrs. Hopton accompanied us out on to a nice large lawn, in
which stood a magnificent weeping willow. There was a high
ivied wall running round three sides of this lawn and the house
bounded it on the fourth.

Aunt Emma was sitting on a low seat in a sunny corner doing
some work, with a cat or two cats on her kp. She appeared to me
dingily dressed in black and she wore a hideous brown straw mush-
room hat. She started up full of her grievances at once but stopping
to say to me, 'There is a great friend of yours here. Mrs. Hopton
has quite lost her heart to you', while poor Mrs. Hopton turned
round and round and did not know which way to look. Aunt
Emma said she had been placed and was kept at Brislington by a
conspiracy and by the Government who must all have their heads
cut off. She was in daily danger of her life and was cursed and
sworn at for a 'damned bitch'. She had just been hunted out of the
house like a wild beast. Mrs. Bullock and Mrs. Ford were in con-
spiracy against her life, and Dr. Charles Fox's. Dr. Charles dared